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. and the civil officers of the law.

- nabbed if they try.
-« It’s the easiest way to settle the whole

THE NEW CUPID.

He gazed at me without surprise,
Quite ca'mly and collectedly.

I searcely could believe my eyes,
e met so unexpectedly.

Yt he it was beyond a doubt,
A visible reality,

Por little wings were sprouting out
Not granted to mortality.

-

Huat where the arrows, where the bow,
Employved with such dexterity?

The quiver, too?—I did not know,
And asked in all sincerity,

A frown appeared upon his brow,
He answered me with chilliness:

“*#hey're antiquated weapons now,

To use them would be silliness.

*For mortals grow, from year to year,

More highly intellectual:

I have some littis missiles here
That always prove effectual.

I sling them forth—they're sterling

gold:

A few may miss, conceivably,

But any heart that's hard or cold
They damage irretrievably.”

“By force of gold! O, Cupid, think
The foul, debasing force it is!
1s this your boast?’ He gave a wink,
And answered: “Why, of course it is;
I saw my chance when Cupid died,
And seized it with avidity.”
“Then who on earth are you?" I cried.
He smiled and said: “Cupidity.”
—London Worla.

OAPTAIN GLOSE

BY CAPTAIN CHARLES KING.

|Copyright, 1894, by J. B. Lippincott Co.]

X1.

At ten oO'clock that dark and glmm§

Sunday night Mr. Lambert stood in
front of his tent, leaning on his sword
and listening in silence to the confer-
ence going on between his commander
Close
had come home in high dudgeon, and
was, as usual, slow and cautious, but
more than usually reluctant and suspi-
ecious. Fuming over the failure of the
mission on which he had started so
confidently, believing himself “tricked
by the gnemy,” and now offered ample
revenge and assured of success through
the information tendered him, he never-
theless faltered. Lambert, returning
from the round of his sentries, was
takenunawares by the sudden question:

“This gentleman says the old lady
knew just where we had gone and just
when we would get back. What do you
think of it?2”

“It's a matter I know nothing about,
sir,” was the answer, “except that she
did say she was writing a letter to be
given you on your return this evening,
and instantly corrected herself by say-
ing on your return.”

“Yes. Here's the letter, by Jove, and
it’s a worse puzzle than before. And
here’s the deputy marshal back with
increased powers, new orders, search-
warrants, and God knows what all
I'm willing enough to back you in deal-
fng with men, Mr. Parmelee,” said the

captain, turning again to the eager:

eivilian, *“but the lieutenant has had
these sentries posted 40 minutes_ and
there hasn't been a sound. I don’t
want any searching of a house that
holds nothing but women, because you
think some of your jail birds are
there—"

“I tell you, captain, there’s no room
for doubt. The negroes have seen
them. - They told Mr. Jarvis, here, and
told him the mules were to be there be-
fore ten o’clock to carry ’em off out of
harm’s way. Your man Murphy admits
he saw one last night—one of the
Seroggses, sure, by the deseription, and
his brother is with him there, I'll bet
a hat.”

“I don’t balieve it,” sturdily answered
Close. "Omnly last August she turned
Walton Secreoggs away from her door
with such a tongue-lashing as I never
heard; an’ that's saying-a good deal.
She forbade him ever setting foot with-
I heard her: so
did half the men in this company.”

“I know all about that. He has been
in love with his cousin, the elder of the
Walton girls, as long as I can remem-
ber, and because of his shiftless habits
the old lady wouldn’t listen to it. Then
they took to meeting by stealth, and
she found it out. She discharged old
Rasmus for no other reason than that
he carried letters for them. I'we tried
to bribe him twice to tell where Wal
Scroggs was hiding, but the old nigger’s
a damn fool—with a starving wife, too.
They tell me he was seen round here
a day or two since, asking for Riggs,
and he’s been carrying letters again.
The old lady wouldn’t have him there
before, perhaps, but she would shelter
him now, when the government de-
mands his surrender. But, even if she
wouldn't, Esther Walton would. T tell
vou they're there, captain, and they'll
be off and out of our reach this night if
you fail to take them now.”

Close was pulling on a soldier’s over-
coat at the moment, and stopped to
listen to some sound down the dark re-
resses of the “bottom™ along the wind-
ing stream.

“It’s the mules now!"” began Parme-
lee, excitedly, but Close held up ¢ wgrn-
ing hand.

“If it is, my men will nab 'em, that’s
aH. Now you've been the means of my
takin' the men on more’n one long wild-
gooseé chase afoot—that telegram of
yours was enough to give the whole
schemeaway—andof my bein’ invited to
be damn fool enough to fight two duels
this afternoon. Both Col. Scroggs and
Mr. Barton Potts, by thunder, want me
to go out and be shot beecause I pre-
ferred to satisfy myself Mr. Wal
Scroggs wasn't in the old Gibson place,
‘atead of takin' their word of honor for
it. There’s a sick lady there who was
scared of Yankee uniforms; but I'd
mther search all Tugaleo and Quitman
and hell together than rout out old Mis’
Walton to-night. They can’t get out
past my sentries. They're sure to be
Let 'em try, I say.

husiness. Then they can be arrested
without disturbin’ nnybody in t.he
"rouse.” : : x {8

of them—the worst of the lot, so far‘as
he could judge—were here now, within
his grasp, if he could but persuade Close
to ac¢t. He had still a card to play, and
it was a trump lead.

“I did send you a telegram steering
You to Gibson’s, apd I did it because
the marshal himself so directed; for it
was he who was sure that was where
they had taken refuge. Scroggs and
his precious kinsman, Potts, probably
got warning in time to send their two
refugees away, and now they’ve had the
cheek to hide them here, right under
your nose. Talk about the record
you've made as a preserver of the peace
down here; how’ll it read all over the
north that, after being released from
jail in the presence of Capt. Close’s com-
pany, the worst of the gang—men un-
der. indictment for murderous assauit
on United States officers in discharge of
their duties—came. and took up their
residences across the road from Capt.
Close’s camp and dared him to take
them. That’s the way it'll read.by God,
if you don’t act to-night.”

For a moment Close simply stared at
the man. Parmelee was no fichter, man
to man, steel to steel; that the war vet-
| eran knew well; but the Yankee school-
master of ante-bellum days had learned
to use his wits and his topgue. e
could argue, if he couldn’t face a bullet.
The stalwart soldier who, single-hand-
ed, had captured a squad of astonished
trench defenders before Vicksburg and
had faced the blazing battle line with
dauntless front a score of times, looked
‘helplessly a moment into the face of
this keen fencer, then turned appeal-
ingly to the voung West Pointer, as
though to ask: *“Isn’t there something
in your education to answer this?” But
Lambert was silent. From first to last
the lesson taught him at the national
academy was subordination of the mili-
tary to the civil authority.

“Well, go ahead. You're boss, I s'pose.
I can only follow. Whatd'yonwant me
to do?"” said Close.

“I want you to search that house and
get those men,” was Parmelee’s answer.

And then there was another moment
of oppressive silence; then sudden start
and alarm.

Down the Tugaloo road to the south,
at the farthest corner of the fence
which surrounded the Walton place,
there was a pathway leading through
the brush to the level “bottom™ below.
Somewhere in this direction, but be-
yond the corner, only a few seconds be-
fore, had been heard a sound like that
of a bray nipped suddenly in the bud—
of a mule’s essay at vocalism checked
summarily with a club. At this point
where road and pathway came together
Lambert had posted Private Green, a
reliable soldier of many years’ expe-
rience, and when Green challenged
there was reason for it. Low and stern
his voice was heard distinetly at the
listening camp: *“Who comes there?”
followed almost immediately by the
sharp order: “Halt! Halt, or I fire.”

Waiting for no order, Lambert was
off like a dart, Burns following with a
lantern. Again came the cry: “Halt!”
but the promised shot was not heard.
Even when running at speed past the
gate of the Walton place, the young
officer could not resist a quick glance
at the dark facade of the old homestead.

portico, another gleaming at an upper:
window.

“What's the matter, sentry?” he
panted, as he came upon the dark figure
at the turn of the road. Green, with his
rifle at “ready,” was peering into the
gap in the tangle of shrubbery.

“Some one was coming up there, sir,
and ran the instant I challenged. 1
ought to have let him get up to me-and
then halted him, but I had regulations
instead of sense in my ‘'head,” said
Green, a New Englander with a propen-
sity for talk. *“He's out o' harm’s
way—"

jut Lambert waited to hear no more.
With Burns at his heels he sprang down
the dim pathway, and had not gone 30
yvards before he came upon some strug-
gling object crashing into the brush
towards the stream. “Halt!™ he
shouted, and, while something halted,
other somethings, with muttered oaths,
went planging on. He heard a splash,
hoofs clattering over gravel, the lash-
ing of a whip, and then all was still
across the dark open space through
which fiowed the sluggish “branch.”
But here among the bushes were two
wondering quadrupeds, one a muic
with broken bridle-rein, the other, as
Burns’ lantern speedily showed, a
Cherokee pony—both saddled. A cor-
poral came running to join them.,and in
a moment the beasts were led back to
the road way,where Close and Parmelee
by thistimestood ready to receive them.
One glanee was all the latter needed.

“What did T tell you, captain?” said
he, in trinmph. *“That is Wal Seroegs’
own pony, and the master’s hiding there
at the Walton place.”

Ten minutes more and a strange, sol-
cmn scene was being enacted at the
head of the steps leading up ts that
l.road, vine-covered old porch, whose
dingy white columns loomed dim and
ghostly in the glare of lantern and cun-
dle. The door was thrown wide open,
and on the worn coping-stone, calm,
dignified, erect, even though leaning
heavily upon her cane, a lighted eandle
held high over the shimmeringz gray of
her well-poised head, her stately, slen-
der form garbed in some dark clinging
robe, stood the mistress of the house,.
the clear-cut, pallid face standing forth
against the black background of the
hallway like some exquisite cameo, the
thin, sensitive lips quivering just a
trifie at the drooping corners of her
firmly-set, almost colorless mouth. In
front of her, his brown head bared, his
burly form nearly concealed in his lizht-
blue overcoat, aa almost pleading
Iook in his soft brown eyes, was Clcse,
the hero of a score of battles. On his
right, folded and formidable-looking
documents extended in, an uns*endv
hand, also with uncovered heud; stcod.
Parmeiee, representing the o jesty of
the law. To the left of the commander
¢1nﬁ-,§ mﬁénﬁmd.bn{.toned to the

Already a light was dancing along the;

_ .Mg‘] Walton.

his rank and | n

them, and almost at the top of the ste ns,

‘armed and equipped, asergeant and two

soldiers of the guard. Back, farther |

down the steps, still others were
grouped, the fixed bayonets gleaming
in the light of the two lamps, one held
by the amazed woman at the thresh»sld,
the other swinging from the gloved
hand of the sergeant of the gnard.

“What you say, sir, is absurd—impos-
gible. At no time, under no circum-
stances,” Mrs. Walton was saying,
“could the gentleman you name be se-
creted in that room.”

“Madam,” replied Close, his decp
voice trembling, “nobody can feel more
sorry about this than I do. 1°d rather
go through the whole war over again
than be here on su€h an errand to-
night, but—a soldier must obey his or-
derfs. I saw him, madam, at that win-
dow. These gentlemen saw—"

“Gentlemen! Gentlemen, gir, never
would connive at such an outrage. That
is my daughter's room—Miss Esther
Walton’s.”

Dead silance for a moment, solemn
and impressive indeed, for Close tuined
helplessly to the supporters on his
right, unable to face such majestv of
confidence and conviction, unable to
say the words that could sound only
iike insult intensified. Tt was ’armelee
whose sense of duty rose superior to
exalted sentiment.,

“Madam,” he began, stepping for-
ward, “these papers are full warrant
for my action. I know two men to be
secreted here, I, too, saw one at that
window, and the law must take
course.”

“Stop!” she cried. *“I have =aid that
was my daughter’s room. One of your
party, at least, has the appearance of
a gentleman. Lieut. Lambert, is it
possible that you—that any graduate
of West Point—can stand here and per-
mit such outrmage as this? Would you
allow your sister’s room to be searched
for—oh, my God! nothing we have had
to bear was comparable to this. I ive
you my word of honor no such man is,
or has been—"

But she got no further. Outfrom the
dark hallway, with bounding step, tall

i1s

“‘I reckon, gentlemen, I'm the man you want.”-

slender and athletic, sprang a young
fellow with the warning ery: “Mother!
not. another word.”

She strove to check him as he pushed
his impetuous way past her. With a
wail of anguish unspeakable she threw
aside her cane and seized him by the

arm. Down went the candle sputtcr-
ing to the floor. “Floyd—Floyd! Oh,
my boy, what have you done?” she

moaned, and bowed her gray head upon
the broad young shoulder.

And then, with just a touch of the
melodramatie in his bearing, the youth
folded his arms and stood erect before
the astonished group of officials.

“1 reckon. gentlemen, I'm the man
you want.”

Close looked at him in bewilderment,
then turned to Parmelee, whose face,
whether through fear or excitement,
was twitching nervously, aad who
stood staring blankly at the stranger.
From the hallway came creeping hur-
riedly forth a girlish form, misery in
the streaming eves and dishc veled hair,
and Katherine Walton threw herself
upon her brother’s arm. sobbing con-
valsively. “Hush, Kate.” he whispered,
in almost stern reproach. “Hush, child.
(Go back to your room;” and though
now he enfolded his mother in the em-
brace of his left arm, he strove io free
the right. But Katherine would not go.

And still, though here apparently was
the sought-for prisoner, no man stepped
forward to claim him. Officersand men.
the nocturnal visitors looked blankly at
one another, at the stricken group upon
the threshold, and were silent. Then
with sudden gesture, as though he
could no longer bear the strain., the
young man broke loose from Kath-
erine’s clinging arms, and, gently un-
clasping his mother’s hands, once again
addressed himself to Close:

“I say, suh, T reckon you've come
for me. I'm ready to go with you at
once."”

And then, with wonder and relief in
their faces, with sudden check to sobs
and tears, mother and sister lifted up
their heads and stared at the embar-
rassed officer. Lambert gave vent toan
audible gasp of delight, for Close, turn-
ing slowly upon the silent and ﬂ&to.}l-
ished deputy, and with a world of sup-
pressed wrath in his deep tones, rowled
forth:

“You've got no warrant for this gen-
tleman. I never saw him before in my
life, and ncver heard of him as bemg‘
mixed up in any trouble. Thisis young
isn’t it?” he suddenly in-
red of the stranger, over whese pale

,loog of bew!lderment was ereep- |
zi > i iﬁoﬁeht' e qg&‘un-
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es, found voice to say:
‘hig is my youngest son,
FIOﬂJWalton
“‘.EQII say,” she continued tremulous-
Iy, “¥ou have no warrant, no cause
for his arrest. Then in God’s name go,
and leave us in peace. I am not well;
and on my word of honor, no other
man_ is hidden—"

“Mother! Hush!"

A door hastily opened within—the
door leading to the room to the left
of the entrance, the room at whose
window Close and Parmalec could swear
they saw the dim figure of a man peer-
ing forth as they entered the gate. A
heavy footfall resounded through the
hall. A light streamed forth from the
open room, and a woman's wailing,
shuddering cry followed the tall power-
ful form tuat came striding to the
front.
eyes, Mrs. Walton staggered, would
have fallen, but for the clasping arm
of her son, upon whose breast she now
leaned, pant'ng for breath and glarine
at the newcomer, to whose side now
sprang Esther, her long black hair
streammg dm\n the \\hlte wrapper in

ther, who strcwe to r]rag the strangar
back from before her mother's eyes.

“You here ? You?” was Mrs. Walton's

gasping ery. “And in—that room?”

“\I_other"’ wailed the elder daughter,
throwing herself upon her knees be-
fore the fainting form—"mother, lis-
ten. Obh, make her hear me, Floyd!
Mother, I am Walton's wife.”

Jut the words fell on senseless ears.
The lady of Walton hall slipped swooii-
mg, till they caught and bore her with-
in the open ‘doorw ay.

“Well,” said Close, a moment later.
“what do you want done with yonr
man—Walton Scroggs? One’s cnough
for this night, 1 suppose.”

“One’s enough for me, as things have
turned out. Now,.what are you going
to do with the other?”

“Leave him here, with his mother,
where he ought to be, of course. You'va
got no cause to arrest him.”

“Baot you have, anyhow.”

“I! What, I'd like to know?”

United States army.”
[TO BE CONTINUED.]

FAMOUS GERMAN PREACHER.

Remarkable Pulpit Orator Who Has
Achieved Wide Popularity.

There are few men whose acquaint-
ance extends from the court of one of
Europe’s most powerful monarchs to
the very poorest subject in the realm;
but such an experience is enjoyed by
Berlin's great and interesting preacher,
Frommel—a man of splendid physique,
noble carriage, venerable appearance,
and spiritual influence. Equally at
home is he in the palace of the kaiser
and in the hovel of the humblest peas-
ant, his graceful tadt teaching him to
do the right thing in the right place
and his wonderful adaptability enabling
him to appear at ease in every position
1o which duty ealls him. Human na-
ture is to him an open book, and what-
ever page opens to his gaze he is inter-
ested in the study. He responds to the
call from the humblest with no less
gentleness and alertness than he does
to royalty’s invitation, and many are

the stories of his goodness which his
friends love to tell about him.
A poor old woman lay dying and

Frommel being in that neighborhood
and knowing of her case went to see
her. Seeing that she was very ill, he
gave her what she so much desired, his
last blessing, after which he asked her
if thefe were not some wish ungrati-
fied which he could make a reality for
her. She acknowledged that there was,
but at the same time refused to tell it
for fear he would think her very world-
ly and weak. TFinally, however. she
vielded to his kind persuasion and con-
fessed that she had a very great desirs
to “taste cherries once more” before sh*
died. Knowing that the physicians had
said that hér case was hopeless and that
death was distant only a few hours,
Frommel determined to gratify her
longing: so he descended the steps in
quest of a fruit woman, and fortunate-
iv found one near at hand with a largs
basket of luscious fruit. To the aston-
ishment of the woman he bought her
entire stock, and it was soon deposited
at the bedside of the dying. woman,
whom he gently called “mother,” bid-
ding her at the same time to eat as
many cherries as she wished—and to
the surprise of herself and Frommel
she finally recovered —-(‘hantnnquan.

\ary Trae.

An exeellent reproof onece given hy
Gen. Robert E. Lee fo two members of
his staiff isprinted in the “Life, "written
by John Esten Cooke. On one ocecasion
two members of his staff sat up late at
night discussing a keg of whisky and 2
problem in algebra. Upon meeting on=s
of them in the morning Gen. Lee ir-
cmired as usual after his health, and
learned in reply that he was sufferirp
from a headache. “Ah, colonel,” re-
marked the old mapn, “T have often ob-
served thag when the unknown quant:-
ties X and y are represented by a ke®
of whisky and a tin cup, the solution ot
the question is usually a headache!"--
Youth's Companion.

Battles of Lelpsic.

Leipsie, a eity of Saxony, has given its
name to two great victeries which were
won initsimmediate vicinity. The first
was by Gustaves Adolphus over Tilly,
,(he aoted French anarghal. This battle
whs f()llght at Brbiten *eld, a few miles
fron ~the city. "The “vietory gained
by the allies over Najpoleon was won
after a battle which “uged not only
in a cluster of villages near the city,
but also in the streets of Leipsie itself.
—Chieago Inter Ocean

3 Unprepared.

Mary—Pilease, mum, the costors up-
der maste.r”n‘armchmr creak most ter-
rible. Hadn'tthey better be oiled”

Mrs. Moifar (newly married)—Cer-
tainly; but.I am afraid we have no castcr
"oﬂ in ﬂlc hm:ae.——Anm

suh— -

With a look of horror in her'

“Because he’s a deserter from the~

~ABYSSINIAN ART CRITICS.

A “Last Judgment” fér Menelik with
Friends and Foes Distributed.

As the Egyptians, Etruscans ané
Greeks wese artistic, so, it seems, are
the Abyssinians. As is known, a greai
organ has been ordéred fi'om Berlin fox
the cathedral of Adis Abeba, the resi-
dence of Emperor Menelik, and a cele-
brated Russian painter, Vladiscow, is
going there to paint the Negus as he
appeared at the battle of Adowa. The
cathedral of Adis Abeba is composed of
two churches, one inside the other. The
outside one is open to all the faithful
while the inner is reserved for the sa-
cred person of the Negus and his
family. Emperor Menelik, it seems
has an artistic fancy. He wished the
outer walls of the inner church to be
decorated with religious pictures, and
ordered, under the first Crispi cabinet.
the pictures in Italy, sending the meas-
ures of the walls and the windows
which break them. The Italian govern-
ment received the order with great
pleasure, and commissioned .severai
artists to paint the pictures, which were
almost finished when Ras Makonnen
came to Italy as ambassador extraor
dinary. At Turin he saw the pictures
but they did not please him, the artists
having given them the appearance of
tapestry, and they were forthwith re
fused.

The commission was again given, this
time to artistsin Rome. Ras Makonner
called to examine the sketches, ap-
proved them on the whole, but suggest-
ed certain changes. The interpreter

was embarrassed for words to convey
the exact idea, and the Ras, waxing
impatient, seized a piece of charcoal
and, stooping, drew the design he
wanted on the tile floor in a primitive.
but thoroughly intelligible manner
The pictures were soon finished. One
represented a kind of universal jude
ment; in Paradise are King Humbert.
Queen Margherita, Emperor Mene
lik, Signor Crispi, Count Antonelli
who had been Italian representative tc
Shoa, the Ras Makonnen himself, ete.
while in inferno stand Ras Alula. Ras
Mangascia and others. The canvases
were sent, and now, after Adowa, one
would much like to know if the above-
mentioned personages retain their re-
spective positions in Paradise and in-
ferno, and whken the £1.600 for them
will be paid.—Pall Mall Gazette.

THE “SUMMER BUTTERFLY."”

Small Tradesmen Who Turn Cabmen
in London.

I wonder if you know what a “sum-
mer butterfly” is? If yon were
skilled in the ways of the cabby you
would know that it is the small trades-
men who turn cabmen during the sea-
£on, returning to their legitimate oc-
cupation when autumn sets in. “But-
terflies” are being radua.lly weeded
out by the police, and a man is allowed
to take out a cab-driver's license only
when he can prove that he is what he
represents himself to be. A cabman’s
earnings greatly depend, I may say, on
luck; aceordingly, the weekly waga
may range from as low as ten shillings
to as high as two pounds at certain sea-
sons. The hours, as you know, are ex-
ceedingly long. Supposing a man turns
out at ten a. m.; he drives the same
borse from six to seven hours, and then,
changing horses, goes on till three
o'clock in the morning. There is not
muech difference between hansom-ecab
drivers and the four-wheel men as the
public seam to imsgine. Not infra-
quently drivers cbange and changs
about; thus a four-wheeler who feels
that the moving of heavy boxes is past
Lis strength will take a hansom: or,
again, the hansom cabby who finds that
his exposed position brings on rheu-
watism and kindred ills, will change in
favor of the more jog-trot vehicle,
There is scarcely a well-known eab-
driver in London but has his own spe-
cial appellation generally given to hin:
in view of some physical or mental pe-
culiarity. Some idea of the literary at-
tainments and wide knowledge ofeabby
can be given you by the fact that among
the nicknames may be found “Trilby,”
“Lord Randolph Churchill,” “Flop the
Beadle,” “Ulster Jack,” “Sweet Apple
Joe,” “Busy Bee,” “Garibaldi,” “Nico-
demus” and “Four-in-Hand.” Not in-
ifrequently the men are known to one
another only by their pseudonyms.—-
Lendon Sketch.

Early Man in Europe.
Judging from skeletons found in
Furope, palaeolithic man was short of
stature and had a low retreating fore-
head; it is supposed that Le had a yel-
lowish skin, which was covered with
cvarse hair much like the ainu of Yezo.
He was strong in body, but he has the
diminutive mind of a child, Wild and
fierce, he knew little of pity or of love:
be was lower in savagery than any we
kuow, but he bore the germs of a bet-
ter race; he was only a hunter, living
on the animals he had slain and the
roots and nuts he could gather. At
war with his neighbor and at war with
himself, his life was racked with fears
and torments, and his mind fiJled with
debasing superstiticns, which civiliza.
tion bas hardly yet wholly eliminated.
—Harvey B. Bashore, in, Lippincott’s.

Reflections of a Baclhelor.
A girl who wears bloomers and a
man's hat basn’t any feelings to hurt.
A wise woman knows that the mazl-
jer her husband is the harder he'll
pound the carpet.
The woman who sings for an hour
and wins the applause of the public
isn't generally half as happy as the ono
who does a hard day's work with some
one at the end who puts his arms
around her and asks her all about if.—
N. Y. Press.

: Lack of Jurisdiction.
Stranger—As I was going home late
last night somebody fired a pistol at
me and shot this hole through my bat.
Western Judge—What the miscnief
have T got to de with that? Thisain't
m T the man -huou a llclg

xour head, m

SCHOOL AND CHURCH
—Rev. Dr. George Adams Smith hll

’resbyterian church, London.
—Rev. Dr. John H. Barrows states
ihat the Ben Oliel mission among the

Jews in Jerusalem is unworthy of con- .

idence and should be stigmatized as
v fraud.

—NRev. Dr. Edward G. Thurber, of the
American church in Paris, has arranged
in exchange of pulpits with Rey. Dr.
3. B. Rossiter, of Chicago, for the
nonths of June, July and August.

—The Watchman very truthfully
says that the “friends of a minister
may do him great harm by sending
:0 the papers overwrought descriptions
»f his learning, piety, eloquence and
zeneral effectiveness.” Many a min-
ster has suffered in this way. Better
let him speak for himself.

—Rev. Dr. J. N. Hallock, editor of the

leclined the presidency of the Westmin-
ster university, of Colorado, which was
recently offered him at a salary of $10,-

to remain with the Christian at Work,
which he has done so much to make
a force in religious journalism.

—The centenary of the consecration
of Bishop Bass, of Massachusetts, which
was celebrated recently, recalls some
anecdotes of the bishop. He refused to
live in Dorchester, because the brooks
there were “not large enough for Bass
to swim in.” His first marriage dis-
pleased his parishioners, whereupon
he preached to them a sermon from the
text: “They will slay me for my wife’s
sake.”

—Two officials of the two Baptist mis-
sionary societies, whieh are so badly in
debt, report good progress in the ef-
forts making to raise enough money
to secure Mr. Rockefeller's offer. Seven
subseriptions in Boston aggregate $19.-
200. The Clarendou Street church has
$3,000 pledged towards the $10,000
which it expects to raise. The Greater
New York committee expects to se-
cure $75,000.

THE SULTAN'S SERAGLIOS.
They

Contain Some 4,000 Persons-—
The Household Order.

In time of the sultan’s predecessor
the seraglios’ buildings stretched along
the banks of the Bosphorus for a mile
and a half and contained some 4,000
persons, the household order and ar-
rangement being much as they are at
present. The sultan’s mother, when
he has a mother, receives a servile
obedience from all its inmates; then
comes the hasnadar‘ousta, or mistress
of the treasury, generally a shrewd old
woman, promoted from the ranks of the
servants for her talent for housekeep-
ing and gossip. If the sultani valide
dies, the hasnadar succeeds her. Un-
der Abdul Medjid the seraglio was long
ruled by a washerwoman, whose chiet
adviser was a baltadic, or hewer of
wood, who could not read, but had the
power of dismissing viziers. The sul-
tan’s four kadines come next, whe
rank as spouses till he divorces them
and marries them to some of the pashas.
Then there are five or six ikbals, or
favorites; then the guieuzedes {(from
guifeuz, eye—girls who have attracted
the master’s glance). Every woman
who marries from the seraglio takes
with her, besides a large portion in
cash, her clothing, jewels, furnitare,
carriages amd servants. After them
come the kadines-effendis, the mothers
of the sultan’s children; then the un-
married princesses of the royal blood,
then the foster-mothers and foster-
sisters of the sultana or princes or
princesses. Among the attendants are
chamberlains, secretaries, guards,
eunuchs, scullions, cooks, pages, mu-
sicians, dancing girls, dwarfs, buffoons,
priests, astrologers, barbers and sham-
pooers, tasters of the sultan’s food,
athletes, cock-fighters, ram-fighters,
jugglers and grooms to look after #he
100 horses contained in the imperial sta-
bles. Tales of victory from the Thessa-
lian mountain passes now thrill thia
extensive household, making it buza
and hum like a swarm of Paphlagonian
bees; its note of exultation is likely ta
strike into another key whenever the
inconstant bird of victory changes its
perch from one standard to the other,
—NXN. Y. Tribune.

Rivers Outlive Lakes.

Prof. W. B. Scott, of Princeton, in a
recent lecture, explained why lakes are
rare in countries whose surface has un.
dergone no sudden change for an im-.
mense period of time. It is beecause
the gradunal effeets of atmospherio
agencies and the power of water to
carry solid matter from elevated places
and deposit it in depressed places, tend
to reduce the land to a general level,
and to fill up the basins of lakes. Thus
in the southern United States lakes are
rare, wkile in the northérn states they
abound, the reason being that the
northern part of our country was cow-
ered by a great ice sheet during the
glacial period, and the lakes produced
by the scooping-out and damming-up
effects of the glaciers have not yet dis-
appeared, whereas in the southern
states, which were not reached by the
ice, the face of the land has lain for
ages, except by the slow levelling forces
already referred to. Rivers are much
lonﬂ'er-llred than lakes.—Youth’s Com-
panion.

Tax oun Bachelors and Spinsters.

The legislators of the Argentine Ra-
public have introeduced a law which
says that after the first day of January,
1807, every male from the age of 20 to 80
shall pay a monthly tax till he mar-
ries. Celibates of either sex who with-
out legitimate motives reject the ad-
dresses of him or her who may aspire
to her or his hand must pay the sum ot
500 piasters for the benefit of the per-

; son refused.—Chicago Tribune.

‘ A Sure Case.
Wiggins—\Vhat m&kes you so certain
>f Bawle

leclined the pastorate of Marylebone
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